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MICHAEL DRAYTON.

THE   QUEST OF CYNTHIA.

WHAT time the groves were clad in green,

The fields drest all in flowers,
And that the sleek-hair'd nymphs were seen

To seek them summer bowers.

Long wand'ring in the wood, said I,
u 0 whither's Cynthia gone ?"

When soon the echo dotk reply
To my last word,------" go on."

At length upon a lofty fir

It was my chance to find,
Where that dear name most due to her,

Was carved upon the rind.

Which whilst with wonder I beheld,
The bees then* honey brought,

And up the carved letters fill'd,
As they with gold were wrought.

And near that tree's more spacious root,
Then looking on the ground,

The shape of her most dainty foot
Imprinted there I found.

The yielding sand, where she had trod,

Untoucht yet with the wind,
By the fair posture plainly show'd,

Where I might Cynthia find.

When chance me to an arbour led.

Whereas I might behold ;
Two blest elysiums in one sted,

The less the great infold.

The wealthy Spring yet never bore
That sweet, nor dainty flower,

That damask'd not the chequer'd floor
Of Cynthia's summer bower.

The birch, the myrtle, and the bay,
Like friends did all embrace ;

And their large branches did display,
To canopy the place.

Where she like Venus doth appear

Upon a rosy bed ;
As lilies the soft pillows were,

Whereon she laid her head.

The winds were hush'd, no leaf so small

At all was seen to stir :
WHilst tuning to the waters fall,

The small birds sang to her.

wj)nto these secret shades (quoth she)
How chxest thou be so bold

To enter, consecrate to me,
Or toucli this hallo w'd mould ?"

" Bright nymph, again I thus reply,

This cannot me affright:
I had rather in thy presence die,

Than live out of thy sight.

<c I first upon the mountains high

Built altars to thy name,
And graved it on the rocks thereby,

To propagate thy fame."

*           *           *           *

Which when she heard, full pearly floods

I in her eyes might view.
(Q,uoth she) "Most welcome to these woods,

Too mean for one so true.

" Here from the hateful world we'll live,

A den of mere despight :
To idiots only that doth give,

Which be for sole delight.

" Whose vileness us shall never awe :

But here our sports shall be,
Such as the golden world first saw,

Most innocent and free.

*' Of simples in these groves that grow,

We'll learn the perfect skill j
The nature of each herb to know,

Which cures, and which-can kill.

" We'll suck the sweets out of the comb,

And make the gods repine,
As they do feast in Jove's great room,

To see with what we dine.

a The nimble squirrel noting here,

Her mossy dray that makes ;
And laugh to see the dusty deer

Come bounding o'er the brakes.

<e Sometime we'll angle at the brook,

The freckled trout to take,
With silken worms and bait the hook,

Which him our prey shall make.
*           *           *           *

" And when the moon doth once appear,
We'll trace the lower grounds,

When fairies in their ringlets there
Do dance their nightly rounds.

" And have a flock of turtle-doves,

A guard on us to keep,
,  As witness of our honest loves
To watch us till we sleep."

Which spoke, I felt such holy fires

To overspread my breast,
As lent life to my chaste desires,

And gave me endless rest.

By Cynthia thus do I subsist,
On earth heaven's only pride j

Let her be mine, and let Who list
Take all the world beside.